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community of workers, bound by their common love of
the soil.

Misfortune struck his plans almost at once. Though he
had gone to the Agriculture Department of the University of
California for advice about his piggery, the entire collection
of registered pigs caught pneumonia on the stone floors, and
died. His prize shorthorn bull, the foundation of his stock,
slipped in its pen, dug a horn into the earth, fell over it,
and broke its neck. The herd of Angora goats was wiped
out by disease. The Shire stallion which had won him
several blue ribbons, and whom he loved as though it were
human, was found dead in the fields. His entire investment
in Shire horses proved to be a mistake, for the hair on their
legs made it impossible to keep them clean and in working
shape during the winter months. His heavy draught horses,
too, had been an error in judgment; they were being
replaced by lighter equipment, which lighter horses could
pull, and by tractors. His one hundred and forty thousand
eucalyptus trees, which were to grow by themselves and net
him a fortune after twenty years, were suddenly useless for
anything but firewood; all interest in Circassian walnut
had disappeared.

He was whipped, he knew he was whipped, but he would
not admit it. If any one had come to him and said, "Jack,
the Ranch is an expensive failure, for your own sake you had
better abandon it," he would have cried, as he had cried when
he had been urged to give up the Snark, "I can't quit I" In
order to earn more money to keep the ranch going he eked
out his thousand words a day. The act of writing, which
had been blood in his veins and air in his lungs, wras now
poison to him. "The only reason I keep on writing is that
I have to. If I did not have to, I'd never write another line.
Take that straight."

He was not the only one tiring of his work. The critics
and public were also tiring, choked by a plethora. When he
finished "Hearts of Three" he wrote, "This yarn is a celebra-
tion. By its completion I celebrate my fortieth birthday, my